Gustave Flaubert Letters

CCXIX.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

17 March, 1872

No, dear friend, Maurice is almost well again but I have been
tired, worn out with urgent work: finishing my novel, and cor-
recting a mass of proof from the beginning. And then un-
answered letters, business, no time to breathe! That is why I
have not been able to write the article on Bouilhet, and as
Nanon has begun, as they are publishing five numbers a week
in le Temps, I don't see where I shall publish that article very
soon.

In the Revue des Deux Mondes, they don't want me to write
criticism; whoever is not, or was not of their circle, has no                     j

talent, and they do not give me the right to say the contrary.

There is, to be sure, a new review wide open to me, which is                      j(

published by very fine people, but it is more widely read in                     |

other countries than in France, and you will find perhaps that                     |

an article in that would not excite comment.    It is the Revue                     j

unwerselle directed by Amedee Marteau. Discuss that with
Charles Edmond. Ask him if, in spite of the fact that Nanon
is being published, he could find me a little corner in the body                     j

of the paper.                                                                                                  ;

As for the companion, you may rest assured that I am look-
ing for her. The one whom I had in view is not suitable, for
she could not read aloud, and I am not sure enough of the
others to propose them. I thought that your poor mother
was too deaf to listen to reading, and to converse, and that
it would be enough for her to have some one very gentle, and
charming, to care for her, and to stay with her.

That is all, my dear old friend, it is not my fault, I embrace
you with all my heart. For the moment that is the only thing
that is functioning. My brain is too stupefied.

G. Sand
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